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prema pemnwon of he comyrht Rokder. 


™ 





QUT HERE, SPATIAL AND? TEM- 
PORAL CONCERNS SEEM 
TRIVIAL-~ INSIGNIFICANT. 


WE'RE FOURTEEN-- NO, FIFTEEN, 
DAYS OUT FROM EARTH. IT 
MIGHT AS WELL BE YEARS. 







THE MAIN ANTENNA WAS STILL PICKING 
UP FRAGMENTS OF EARTH ORBIT 
SATELLITE TRANSMISSIONS. TOOK DAYS 
FOR THE SIGNALS 70 REACH U 

LIKE WATCHING SHAPOWS. 


ie a LAIN 








= IT WAS 








THERE WAS NO REASON 


RE 
oR Ce PATTERN 72. 70 THE 


RUN. WE'RE RUNNING LOW O 
FOOP AND DRINKING WATER 
THE-- BOPIES--HAVE BEEN 

LEFT 10 ROT--PISEASE 





THERE WAS A STRANGE; ALMOS| ee 
SPIRITUAL IRONY TO IT ALL 


THROUGH OUR MACHINES, 
EVEN MANKIND'S DES= 
TRUCTION WOULD 
ENDORE IN A PERVERSE 










AS TUE PASSED, LIVE TRANS- 
MISSIONS WERE LESS. 
EREQUENT, WHAT REMAINED 
WERE STATIC IMAGES 
GENERATED FROM AUTO- 
MATIC SOURCES, 





EXPLANATIONS WERE LOST 

iN THE DEVASTATION. 
WHEN THE AUTOMATIC SIGNALS 
STOPPED: T KNEW IT WAS OVER: ad 









JESUS CHRIST. 
WHAT HAVE WE 
PONE? 













T SHOULP HAVE GUESSED THE FIRS 
WE L WAS WITH HIM. EVERYTHING: 
WAS SO-- PERFECT. 














GRAVITY DRIVE, BUT I HAVE 

NO IDEA WHAT THAT MEANS. 

THERE'S NO WAY INTO THE 

NAVIGATIONAL SYSTEM 

WITHOUT THE ACCESS 
CODES. 








WHAT THE 
HELL KIN OF SHIP 
THIS? 















C > rts = 
‘SKIN--HAIR= MUSCULATURE ? I CAN TATE SHORT TEST ‘a 
ALL OF IT METICULOUSLY BURNS IN THE TAR TERS, BUT, 
DESIGNED AND? SYNTHESIZER. - *, NSATES. paipess 
"AND TRAJECTORY. WE'RE 
JUST ALONG FOR 
. sf 












NO-- IT'S NOT 
ALL RIGHT. WE DON'T 
KNOW WHERE WE'RE 
GOING--HOW LONG IT'S 
‘GOING TO TAKE-- 


T.COULP IMAGINE HIS PESIGNE 

RELAKING BEHIND A GENETIC 

SCHEMATIC, APPING AND SUB: 

TRACTING FEATURES WITH THE 
7 ARBITRARY TWIST OF A DIAL 















DON'T-- 
PLEASE, NEWT 
DON'T. 






I--I'M GOING 
70 TRY AND GET 
SOME REST-- 








HE WAS ANANDROIP 
CONSTRUCT-- A 

REPLICA, 1 THINK HE 
WAS AS SURPRISED 
AS ANYONE WAS TO 
LEARN THE TRUTH. 





T STILL DON'T ~ 
UNPERSTAND-- EVERYTHING 

THAT'S HAPPENED 
TO ME... 


{T WAS ALMOST FUNI 


BUTLER WAS THE FIRST. 
(MAN WHO EVER LOVED 
ME AND HE WASN'T A 
MAN AT ALL 





T HAD TO KEEP MY MINE 
ON OUR SITUATION. 

EVERYTHING ABOUT THS 
SHIP WAS WRONG. 






”AMMED NAVIGATION: 
"APABLE OF RECEIVIN( 
COMMUNICATIONS BUT NOT TRANS: 
MITTING--WHAT THE HELL WEF 
THEY DOING? 





THE ROOM STARTED 10 GET 
HOT. I COULP FEEL THE 
SWEAT SLIPING DOWN MY 
BACK, MOIST ANP STICKY. 













WHEN YOU WERE 











HICKS--JESUS,, LITTLE, YOU WERE 
YOU FRIGHTENED AFRAID OF DEATH. 
miE-- LATER, YOU WERE 









APRAIP OF 
LIVING. 









EVERYTHING 
FRIGHTENS 













we WHAT'S WRONG: 
ae WITH YOU? WHAT ARE 
YOU TALKING 


ABOUT? 








YOU'VE ALWAYS 
BEEN AFRAID OF 
ME. 






PERHAPS YOU 
PREFER THAT-- THING== 














UNGGG-- BECAUSE 
1M EVERYTHING YOU 
FEAR-~ PASSION-- 
LOVE-- 





WHY IS THAT, 
NEWT? EXPLAIN 
17 10 Me. 


"HUMANITY! 


<_— 










Ob MY GOP. 
THE PREAMS: 
AGAIN. 










zie iy, “ma a 





MAYBE YOU'RE 
BURNED OUT. mayYBE 
YOU WANT 70° 


both 
HICKS-- THE fut a 
AUIENS--THEY RE 
ON BOARD! 


CHRIST, NEWT, 
THEY'RE PEAD. LIKE 
EARTH, LIKE 





























NOT BY ONE 





THEY'RE JUST 
BAP PREAMS, NEWT-~ 
WE'VE BEEN IN SPACE 
FOR WEEKS. Wit 
WOULD THEY WAIT 
UNTIL NOW? 












NOTHING ABOU TH 
THIS 
Rms SHIPMAKES ANY SENSE-- 
‘BUT IT'S MORE THAN 
JUST DREAMS. lame » 


URE NOT 
GOING 10 LET 17 
GO, ARE YOU? 


ALL RIGHT. 
YOU WANT 70 PLAY Thea - 
SOLPIER, ILL PLAY 

SOLPIE! 












WE'VE ONLY GOT 
FIVE SHOTS LEFT. IF THEY 
ARE ON BOARD, IT'LL 
BE OVER SOON 
ENOUGH. 










IT'S THE ONLY 
OPEN SPACE THEY WE'VE BEEN THROUGH 
MAUST BE HERE. THIS, NEWT. THE CARGO PITS 
ARE CODE BLOCKED, LIKE 
THE REST OF THE Dei I THINK YOU 
SHIPLWE COULDN'T GET WANT 70 FIND THE(- 
IN IF WE WANTED To. UKE THAT MIGHT MEAN 
SOMETHING. 












COMMUNICATIONS, 
BUNDLE. SOMETHING'S 
TORN 17 APART. 











SHITEIT'S IN 
THE CARGO 
HOLD! 








‘T'S BEEN 
BURNED WITH 
ACID! 










SMOKE 
TRIGGERED 
THE FIRE 
SYSTEM! 





THE 
‘MUST Hae CANNIBAL” » 
IZED IT FOR THE 
BLOOP! 


HIBERNATION © 
CHAMBERS! 


I THOUGHT 
GRAVITY DRIVE 
(ADE HYPERSLEEP 
OBSOLETE-- 


POPS MUST HAVE 


CRACKED ON 14KE-OFF- 
DAMN THINGS HAVE BEEN 
ABOARD THE 


WAITING--FEEDIN 
(UNTIL THEY MATURED. 
UNTIL THEY WERE "BROKEN POPS ONE'S 
—_ PEAR. THAT MEANS 





MME ON=- WE HAVE 
UP 70 THE FUGHT 
K? 


MAYBE We BROUGHT 
TON OURSELVES: 


(BET 
SOU REALLY ARE THE 
NEXT EVOLUTIONARY 


ey DON'T 


GIVE 
‘ ME MORE y 





a Bs 
HICKS-- HURRY! a 


He Gates JOCLEAR 

















IR THE AIR HISSING 
CHAMBER. THE 
AY SUIT RIPPLED 
PRESSURE PROPPED. 


T COUP Heal 

OUT OF TH 

FABRIC OF 
1S THE 


AS 


€ 


WAS LOUD, LiKE 


THE SILENCE 


ASCREAM. 


I COULP FEEL 
108. 


THEM OUTS! 


WIENCE WAS THEI STRENGTH. 
(MesssUICe TUNE NY 


THER 
He 


TIME IN MINUTES, 


MICRO-SECONDS. 


‘SECONDS, 





x 
TIME NEVER MATTERED TO 
THE ALIEN. ONLY SURVIVAL. [iam 





WAS BEGINNING 
THEM. 


RSTAND 


GOP HELP MET 


TO UNDES 


1 CROSSING 
OVER TOWARD THE 
IAIN ANTENNA, 


= NGHHI 

MALL RIGHT. 

1M ALL RIGHT. 
DAMMIT. 


NOTHING. 
UNUSUAL YET- 
RP TO 
SEE IN THE-~ 


1M GOING 
To DOUBLE BACK 4 
AND CHECK THE 
REAR OF THE 
SHIP-- 








~ 
wy 
yi 
iy 
oy 
1 


> 








THE ALIEN ENJOYED AN ETHICAL 
PURITY THAT TRANSCENDED 
nn £ 

















UP ALWAYS TAKEN COMFORT IY 
HICKS'S STRENGTH. IT WAS A 
SHOCK TO SEE HIM LIKE THIS. 
SO FRAIL~ALMOST DELICATE. 
















THIS TIME HE'P’ RECOVER. HE 4 . . 
HADN'T ALWAYS BEEN SO e x 
LUCKY. 2 . 





WE BEGAN TO PICK UP COPED SIGNALS 
6 OVER FTRICTED LITA 

eee a, CHANNELS AND REALIZED WE WERE 

Late tee a ‘NEARING OUR FINAL DESTINATION. 


BOTH LOST SO MUCH | 


T TRIED TO REMEMBER 


TO THE ALIEN. 





tea 


T WANTED THE 
NIGHTMARE TO 
BE OVER, 


MAYBE THAT WAS MY MISTAKE. | 
FOR THE FIRST TIME SINCE IT 
STARTED, 'D LET MYSELF HOPE. 


"THE ALIEN WOULD NEVER HAVE a Fa, bie =a <2 
[MBL SHOWN SUCH WEAKNESS. r f eo 





w= 
we 





a 
TO BE 
CONTINUEDS 
— 
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